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'It will not be long before I see you covered with dia,
monds,' he hinted.
'He thinks I shall pick up some great lord/ she said, after
he had left. cMay be, but I shall take care to choose the very
oldest lord I can find.5
'Bravo, my dear; only take care you don't make the old
lord jealous.*
It was decided at once, and the next day she began her
lessons with Baletti. She was admitted to the opera, but only
remained there a few months. A wealthy man, the Comte
de Tressan, or Trean, became interested in her, and took
her away from the theatre. She remained with him until his
death, and I hear she is now living in Paris. I often met her,
covered with diamonds and driving in a magnificent car-
riage, and if I have permitted myself to relate her some-
what insignificant history, it was with a view of showing
bow quickly in those days a pretty girl could turn her beauty
to account.
Another young woman whose story is interesting, and
edifying at the same time, was Helene O-Morphi, sister of
the Flemish actress of that name. When I first knew her
she was an untidy little wretch, about thirteen, who ran
errands and waited on her sister, and slept in a cupboard on
a straw mattress covered with an old curtain. One day when
waiting the return of her sister I amused myself talking to
the child, and I then noticed for the first time that beneath
the rags and the dirt and the tangled hair was the most beau-
tiful face and body imaginable. She was fair, with perfect
features and large blue eyes. I was so impressed with her
appearance that I commissioned a German artist of my ac-
quaintance to paint her portrait. The picture was charming;
I wrote under it O-Morpht, a word not very musical, but
hone the less Greek, and signifying beautiful. Who can
divine the secret ways of fate? I lent this portrait to a
friend, who took it to Versailles; there it was seen by M.
de Saint-Quintin, who showed it to His Most Christian
Majesty. The king was, as every one knows, a connoisseur.

